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ANOTHER DAY ANOTHER WORD 


Another day another word 
Another voice to be heard 
Another baby who has to cry 
Another person who has to die 

Another day another word 
Another day of back breaking work 
Another job you don’t like 
Another week full of spite 

Another day another word 
Another cigie to be shared 
Another night down the pub 
Another meal of greasy grub 

Another day another word 
Another comment so absurd 
Another argument with you mate 
another day full of hate 

Another day another word 
Another night out with your bird 
Another love story you went to see 
Another evening with a pricey fee 

Another day another word 

Isn’t it about time somebody cared. 

By M.G. Turpin. 

Welcome to Another Day, Another Word’. Hope you enjoy reading it because 
there’s been a lot of hard work gone, into it ! .’.’ 

Originally this fanzine was just meant to be a showcase of Mick Turpins — 
Merseyside Poet - work (though at least half the poems in this fanzine are 
his). But, I decided to invite a few of the best up and coming poets 
in the country to contribute some of their work to this fanzine. I 
personally think that all the contributors here are shedding new light onto 
a scene that has been dominated by old sixties has beens and more recently 
John Cooper Clark and Linton Qwesi Johnson who have dominated poetry since 
the 76/77 Punk.explosion. As Swell’s would say ’RANT AGAINST RELICS’ and I 
hope this fanzine is a little help in giving Poetry/Rant a 76/77 style 
shake up. 

For a possible further issue of this fanzine send all your poetry and 
artwork (must be in black ink) to Alan Turner, 20 Andrews Lane, Formby 
Liverpool L37 2HH, 

Compilation and layout by A1 Turner 
All Artwork by Mackie 

SPECIAL THANKS TO : Shirley for all the typing, Mackie, swells. The Comrade, 
Attila and John Smith ’Skins Fanzine’. 

CHEERS TO : All our Grandparents, Mums and Dads, Brothers and Sisters,' Julie 
and Benjamin, Zitty Mono, Personality Finder Fielding, Ashok (The only 
'Indian Rasta in the World), Pig Pen, Lol Pryor and The Business, The Wols, 
Dickie, Russel, Winkle and Scottie the half pints, Gary Bushell, Keith, 

Tony Johno, Steve Boldger, Pete, John and all of the Old Lepers Firm, Maz 
the Yid, Jai and Jenny, Ros and Phili, Donna and Nita (for lifts home), 

Bill Shankly, Rule (A Way of Life), Liam and Stevie (On Parole), Wagger, 
Sprogg, Instant Agony, Andy and Mayhem, Whitechapel Press, Geoff (Probe), 
Pete (Penny Lane), Tony and Martin (Doorman Firm), Chuch, Lindsay (AHak), 
Dixie Dean, Garfield, Beryl and The kids. The Sud, Brian, Taff, Dave, All 
at Rosslite, Maca at Ali Ba Ba, Everton F.C. and Liverpool F.C., Chad, 

Roy Adams and Pete McKenna, Horrible Barry, Stanley, Martin Morphine, 

Nicky, Alexi Sayle, John Lennon, Anna from Sweden, Jan (Dead on Arrival) 
Geoff and Keith (RIP) All at Neu Carnage, Willy Russel, Alan Bleasdale, 

Bob New Mania, Gez Rising Free, John Warner. 



Stuck in the mud 


3 


THEY MUST BE RUSSIANS 


They slither round corners with scarves round their faces 
they always turn up in improbable places 
they lack they good taste of the British, our graces - 
They’re horrid - they must be the Russians! 


They’re always involved in some dastardly plot 
they’re never content with whatever they’ve got 
and they are the cause of the Great British Rot - 
They’re horrid - they must be the Russians! 

They sit in the Hilton and scowl at the waiters 
they drink a foul potion distilled from potatoes 
and everyone knows they detest us and hate us - 
They’re horrid - they must be the Russians! 

They’ve Benn and the Trots who all want to deprave us 
and countless red spies who all want to enslave us 
but Maggie’s alright - she’ll defend us and save us 
from the muggers from Moscow, the Russians! 

and her mate in the White House, a fine, manly figure 
he knows how to handle a jew or a nigger 
when Maggie gets Trident, and Ron gets the trigger, 
we’ll give ’em deterrent, those Russians! 

Hey, hang on a minute - my brain’s on the blink.,.. 

I think that the Kremlin’s been spiking my drink! 

How unpatriotic! I’ve started to THINK.... 

It must be all down to the Russians! 

My uncle just told me they’ve got a new plan - 
they’re holding a piss up in Afghanistan 
and he’s got an invite, as number one fan - 
they can’t all be horrid, the Russians! 

Hey look - over there - they’re down in the park 
they’re holding a meeting out there in the dark 
the speaker looks just like that John Cooper Clarke - 
they all dress so formal, the Rusians! 

I’m going to meet them; I want to be friends 
find out if they follow the West’s latest trends 
and have a long discussions, the means and the ends 
I’m getting quite fond of the Russians! 



Hey, hang on - they’re smiling, and there’s music playing 
It’s new wave - the Malchix - oh, I feel like staying! 
They’re handing out ice cream, and bopping, and swaying - 
I THINK I’LL GO BACK WITH THE RUSSIANS! 


ATTILA THE STOCKBROKER 

wrap it up 










TOUGH TONKA TOYS FOR BOYS 
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Day one pink and stained they start his training 
Oh good its a boy - call it killer 
Best heinz beef and granite tor dinner 

Blue for boys, bricks for boys, juvenile bull workers for little boys 
Jokes about rape, the trouser snake 
Have you got what it takes down there eh mate 
"ere John, a pint of snot with a cherry on top 
And half a plate of dead dog 
Have you seen the size of his knob, cock? 

He's closet job, gettin' a lob on when the going gets rough 
Laughing at poofs and sticking the nut on queer commies UH! 



Piss and vomit 

Spunk stains in a dirty book 
Look but don't touch 
Feel that, butch 

Lank tank barrelled throbbing knobs with 

3 inches and the 4 minutes wank 

"Christ I'm knackered, pass the hankie", 

saying fuck to yer' mam for a bet 

The stink of smegma, dirty get 

Has he never heard of the great smell of 


a hairy foreskin 


today 


pass the buck 

£^gJ[ig LHILLS AND FAR awav 

brut ? 


Splash it all over, stink the not on 

Swet and spittle, heavy metal, throbbing gristle 

Getting pissed with lads 

Is it HARD ? Are you KIDDING? 

Its so fucken rigid a cat couldn t scratch it 
Taking the lid of an hamburger box 
Wot you got ? 

a l lb of stinking cock meat 

Fuck frogs and snails and puppy dogs tails- 

Its loin nails were mad of pal 

A man is a creature of muscle and iron 

A man is one of the chosen 

If I was a man I'd be down the pub 

'Cos only poofs write poems 


Over the hills and far away 

is where the people live who earn good pay 

Over the hills and far away 

It's different.life, it’s a different way 

Over the hills and far away 

It s a 30 hour week and a 6 hour day 

Over the hills and far away 

You don’t have to work you can play 

Over the hills and far away 
You take two weeks off every May 


Swel 1 s 


Over the hills and far away 

You holiday in Morocco by some quiet bay 



Over the hills and far away 

You have a good education, and know what 


Over the hills and far away 

You call dad, sir, it's the proper way 

Over the hills and far away 

Is where all the banker, and insurance men 


Over the hills and far away 

You retire at 50 on retirement plan pay 


T -- j onxiici? ci y?rey 

]W W ^- re , We have t0 live ° ur live ' s and sta 
la not god create all men equal 

So what has happened has something gone wro 

oes he hate the weak and love the strong. 


By M.G. Turpin. 



RUSSIANS IN THE D.H.S.S. 


It first was a rumour dismissed as a lie 
but then came the evidence none could deny 
a double page spread in the Sunday Express - 
the Russians are running the D.H.S.S! 
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the scroungers and misfits have done it at last 
the die of destruction is finally cast 
the glue - sniffing Trotskyists’ final excess - 
the Russians are running the D.H.S.S! 

it must be the truth 'cos it’s here in the news 
a plot by the Kremlin, financed by the Jews 
and set up by Scargill, has met with-success - 
the Russians are running the D.H.S.S! 

So go to your Jobcentre - I’ll bet you’ll see 
Iranian students get handouts for free 
and drug - crazed punk rockers cavort and caress 
in the interview booths in the D.H.S.S! 

they go to Majorca on taxpayers’ money 

hey, you there - stop laughing - I don’t think it’s funny 
and squatters and tramps eat smoked salmon and cress 
now the Russians are running the D.H.S.S! 

We’1*1 catch that rat Scargill with our red rat catcher 
we’ll send him to dinner with Margaret Thatcher 
and we’ll make him stay there until he’ll confess 
that he put the reds in the D.H.S.S! 

then we’ll haig ’em and flog ’em and hang 'em again 
and hang 'em and flog ’em and more of the same 
we’ll gas all the dole queues and clear up the mess 
get rid of the Reds - AND the D.H.H.S! 


ATTILA THE STOCKBROKER 


Guvnors Man 


He’ll soon be the manager, soon be the boss 
Nobody likes him, but does he give a toss ? 
He’s the one watching you all through the day 
Instructing the guvnor to dock at your pay 

In every morning, before the hour of eight 
Waiting at the door to see who is late’ 

Telling the guvnor what he wants to hear 
Knowing that promotion is now very near 

His life’s not boring, he loves his job 
Don’t wanna go out drinking with the mob 
They’re late back from lunch, he knows they’ll 
get caught 

No time for dinner, the day is too short 


MAN WHO 
HAS GONE 
TOO FAR? 


Never stops watching you* wherever you may roam 
Even so far as to follow you home 
Push, push, push he’s gonna go far 
Guvnor’s boy, soon have a company car 


Guvnor, tGuvnor, Guvnor’s man, 

Don't you know you’ve got a losing hand ? 

Don't you know you’re out oh your own ? 

And who’s gonna protect you, on your way home ? 


The Comrade 1981 


THE PEOPLE'S LIBERTY 


How I read 1984, I read it good I knew the score 
Now I know 84 is soon, so will this country come 
to it's doom. 


With Thatcher in power it could well be, 
for she's never helped us both you and me. 

Then I think about Tony Benn, and all his Red 
Communist men. 

Think of the Kremlin in Trafalgar Square, and try 
and speak out if you dare. 

After Toxteth and Brixton, we've had a taste 
But the goverment's done nothing in great haste 
They've appointed Heseltine as a go between 
But we know the score, for we have seen 
The appauling slums and people out of work 
The police oppression and people getting hurt 
They beat you up and try and cover the blame 
So far they've killed four and left hundreds lame 
So is this goverment both deaf and dumb 
We've spoke in words but nothings deen done 
They don't care about the old who die in the snow 
They don't care about nuclear weapons and people 
on the dole. 

Their only interested in the latest opinion poll 

Inflating the pound is their main aim 

Then when riots start they don't know who to blame 

cut back education social services as well 

and sat on their arse's as the economy fell 

so in two years time it could well be 

That the people will revolt, in a blood spilt sea. 


stop 

anarchy 

It's chaos 


By M.G. Turpin. 


FRIDAY NIGHT PISSHEAD 



He get’s home from work 

Then it’s straight down the pub, 

Have a few pint’s then off to the club. 

Yes, Friday night is the night to live, 

Drink goes through him like tea through a siv 
By 12’o’clock he’s out of his brain 
Got to get his car back home again. 

He’s sick in the toilet’s 
And he spits out the bile 
He hold’s onto the sink 
As he stands for a while 

Then it’s off to the bar 
For a bacardi and coke 
”He’s getting worse” say’s a mate 
’’and it’s no joke”. 

The night is over and he is young 
He can taste the nicotine that’s on his tongue 
He crawl’s to his car get’s behind the wheel 
He’s had a few but it’s no big deal. 

”1 can drive I know I’m right, 

I’m a bit pissed, who gives a shite”. 




odd spots 


RUSSIANS IN MACDONALDS 

Startled shoppers stand and stare 

in the burger joint in Leicester Square 

a cold Siberian close encounter 

Muscovites behind the counter 

and Georgian ladies with massive hips 

serve Breshnevburger and double chips 

This is the Kremlin’s latest ploy 

a difference at Macdonalds you’ll really enjoy! 


Woke up got out of bed 

Ran a hand across my head 

Felt a spotty mass on my cheek 

So I went to the mirror and had a peep 

I had zits on my head and zits on my feet 

I went to the cupboard and had a look, 

Ran out of cream just my luck 
Got in a panic for a while. 

Then I got happy and started to smile 
For I was aware that I had a spare, 

So I put my hand into motion 
Spreading my white zit cream lotion. 

By M. G. Turpin. 


The hammer and sickle above the door 

says Yanks not welcome anymore 

no more piped musak oh so dire 

now they’ve a full Red Army choir 

The KGB are eating in 

they’re kicking up a fearfull din 

The door guard bellows ’’shut that noise! 1 

the commissar says "purge him, boys!" 

The stars and stripes hang upside down 
the queen is green and wares a frown 
but Lenin hangs there high and proud 

staring at the burger crowd. 

The American Secretary of Defence 
a man who causes great offence 
is minced and served with garlic cheese 
’cos Casper Weinburgers really please! 

The Pentagon’s in disarray 
the news has filtered through today 
and Alex Haig looks really vexed 
"The Reds’ll have the Wimpys next.”’ 

And here’s more news that’s really hot - 
J.R. Ewing is a Trot 
Neil Diamond’s playing Angola 
and Marx invented Coca - Cola! 

Western values fade and die 
as Red successes multiple 
Arthur Miller isn’t dead - 
he’s writing radio plays instead 
and as the bastions crash and fall 
here comes the greatest blow of all; 
it took a long time to deduce 
but Reagan’s really Lenny Bruce! 


Dedicated to MONO & STINKER. 



ATTILA THE STOCKBROKER 




BURNING BODIES 
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Burning bodies 
Writhing in 
Ecstasies of agony. 

Burning bodies 

Smell of frying flesh 

All the people 

Each an atom 

Splittin, exploding 

Into their mushroom cloud. 

Bodies burning 
All around me 
In the flames 
This is my 

Nightmare apocalypse 
The final burning horror. 

I will die 
But I don’t want 
This fatal choice 
Forced on me. 


SANDBAGS 


n I f d die for me country- 1 says a dickhead patriot 

Well go ahead you make me sick 

Slash your wrists and slash the statistics 

The number unemployed fell today 

200,000 bledaway 

Then we stripped ’em cold naked, shaved their heads 
Stopped the thrashing of severed nerve endings 
By boiling the buggers in sterilised lead 
Then we dumped ’em by bunkers in cold grey ranks 
Introducing the human sandbag 
A small donation to the nations maintenance 
They YOPs scheme to absorb radiation 
This depression wont fade away 

It’ll trickle in streams down blood clothed drains. 



Bodies burning bodies. 


Burning,bodies: 
Murderers mudering 
The murdered. 


By power~people who think 
They know better. 

Oh sorry 
Have I said 
Something wrong 
Words 

Shouldn’t speak? 


CARNAGE 


Treason, treason 
Are these words 
Treason, treason? 


Swells 


In history 
The truth 
Is always 
Heresay. 

By Ros Stoke Newington. N16 
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It 1 s Monday, what the fuck, stay in bed, don’t have 
to get up. 

Nothing to get up for, nothing to do, for I’m one 
of three million still in the queue. 

At first it was alright, I had some laughs, for we 
all used to play footy, or go to the baths. 

But now most have jobs or have gone back to school 
But I’m still on the dole, guess who’s the fool. 

So after a year it does you in, I used to be happy. 

But. now I’ve turned to gin. 

I used to think I was steady, always be ready, but now 
I’m a bit slow, sometimes won’t go. 

I was on a scheme that was a laugh 

They said I was a good lad they’d keep me on, then it 
came to an end, six months had gone. 

I used to like the bloke, we used to laugh and joke 
We got along well everything was fine 
But then it came to an end, I’d had my time. 

But he said he knew someone who wanted a lad 
The pay wasn’t that good, but it wasn’t that bad. 

He said as a favour he’d put in a good word 
I waited two weeks but just never heard. 

So I went to the job centre to speak to them 

But the bloke never listened he just played with his pen. 

Then I stopped talking it was his turn to speak 
He didn’t know what to say the conversation was weak 
He said there was no jobs to offer > only some schemes 
But he said it would get better, well that’s what it seems 
So that was it I turned them down, I wasn’t being exploited 
being somebody’s clown. 

So I was on the dole, back claiming sup again 
And after a year it becomes a pain 

I don’t know about the future, I don’t know what to do. 

But I know it will crack me up if I remain on the dole queue. 



• m 


pay, 
save jobs 


Dancing 
for jobs 


To anybody and everybody unemployed. 


By M. G. Turpin 

PAP MUSIC FOR WRECKS 


mm 

\U 

why they hate discos. 


In the chaotic cracked up cacophony of the candy floss 

crass Kiddy Kulture 

I stand cynical and surreptitiously censorious, seeking 

sincerity 

Futurist fads and fascist fetishes fester in the flash 

fashion foldouts 

and disco-derived drivel dribble from the deranged and 

damaged minds of the dance hall deacons 
transistor transmitted teenage thrombosis for terminally 

traumatised teenytots 

Haircut 100, ABC Sebcy Martin’s the one for me 
Show me a hero and I’ll show you a zero 
this ain’t rock and roll, this is germicide! 

Everybody salsa, big deal, sure, get your corpse 

out on the floor 

Modern Romance play the soundtrack of the film of the 

death of the braincell 

and Peter Powell pukes the pap onto a nation’s record 

decks - 

a disco dirge of mindless crap and pap music for wrecks. 



... . 


ATTILA THE STOCKBROKER 
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THE DARK YEARS 


Here my son, come with me, come and see, come fight with me. 

Here my son, just sign here, now here’s your shilling, your 
glass of beer. 

Come on now stand up straight, we’ve a war to fight we can’t 
be late. 

Come on men dig down deep, this is the land we want to keep. 

Come on man look alert, stay at your post the shrapnel 
won’t hurt. 

Come on men, I hear a whine, gas masks on these’s still some 
time. 

Come on men, it s nearly over, you’ll soon be back home in 
Dover. 

Come on Sarge, tell my why, tell me how so many could die. 

I’ll tell you son. I’ll tell you now. 

For 200 yards that is how. 

We shot at each other year after year, every one filled with the same 
fear. 

We lay awake in our beds listening to bullets whistle overhead 
Then we would hear that awful cry, as the enemy would prepare 
to die. 

In all that noise what was so oud, the enemy that charged 
looked so proud. 

They were all loyal citizens, all so brave 
Every last one every last grave. 

There is no reason there is no why, it just happens we all 
have to die. 


The sad tale 


THE HUNTER 


Come on chaps saddle up quick, put on your 
spurs and collect you whips. 

Well come on Philips, give the hounds the 
scent, let them sniff the sheds, then we’ll 
soon know were it went. 

Come on chaps where off for a ride, stiff 
upper lip lets show some pride. 

"It’s a good one,” colonel, ” where chasing 
today, but there’s no chance of the blighter 
getting away." 

There he is, he’s over there, .and he’s running 
as fast as a mooreland hare. 

It’s been a good ten miles don’t you think so 
Philips 

Can’t wait for dinner, then I’ll tell Phyllis 
God I don’t know why she doesn’t come with me. 

To get away from it all, just to feel free. 

I think the hounds have got it sir, I can hear 
the sounds of a rip and tear. 

Well good show chaps that nice and handy, another 
good ride home, then we’ll have out brandy. 



‘terror 


By M.G. Turpin 


Fixed 
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Knock, knock, it’s three o T clock 
So I open the door, an guess what I saw 
Two or three CID’s, or maybe more 
They’ve got me out of bed, and now 
there hitting me about the head. 

They said, ’We’ve had a tip off, an where 
lookin’ for some Leb’ 

They said I was one of the clowns, who’d 
beerv pushing it around town 
I said they were wrong, but they wouldn’t 
believe 

So they called me a thief an a nigger, and 
said they wouldn’t leave 

Then all of.a sudden, maybe to soon, one 
came out of my living room 
He said he’d found it behind the chair 
He said it was a bit of luck, for it was 
just lying there 

They all started to smile an call me names 
They said this was the end of my narcotic 
games 

I said you planted it you fuckin’ pig, but he 
just leant over and gave me a dig 
Then I was down the station stripped and cold 
Three years would be the sentence I was told 
I couldn’t believe them, I said it wasn’t true 
But I knew they could frame me, if they wanted to. 




CASE TO ANSWER 


By M. Turpin. 


JOHN SMITH 



My name is John and I work in the city 
So your unemployed', oh what a pity 
I read the Times and I don’t like to chat 
I've got brains under my bowler hat. 

I'm the commuter - I work with computer's, 

Oh I'm so smart and I'm so neat 

There’s no one around that could ever compete. 

Oh! don’t you wish you could be like me 
Boardroom meeting's and afternoon tea 
Miss Jones on hand with the intercom system 
Important paper’s, oh I just can’t resist e . 

It’s five to five I’ll get ready to go - 
It’s a bit early but know one will know 
rve got my umbrella In ease of the rain 
Oh’. - must dash or ill miss my tram. 

My attache case is nice and light tonight. 

Oh good it’s empty that means the golf club tonig 

Five years on John’s unemployed 
The business collapsed and he s so annoye 
He's still commutes, now isn’t that strange 
But you'll find him now at the labour exchange. 


By Mark Scott 







BLOOD SPORTS 

Huntin' shootin' fishin' 
Stickin' the knife in 
Watchin' the blood drip 
Its better than drugs old boy 



A gore spattered 12 bore battered 
Mashed and mangled psycho trip 
Gripping a furry neck between the 
Biting till the eyes squeek-plop! 


teeth 


KABOOM-SPLAT! 

The huntin' shootin' fishin' pack 
If it moves shoot it 
If it crawls stick the boot in 
When it chokes, mount and stuff it 
He loves to kill our furry friends 
They don't pay taxes, don't answer back 
Slack arsed bastards got it coming 
He gets his kicks killing vermin 
So what about the dole queue scum 
The joy to be got from killing that lot 
Beats pumping rabbits full of shot 
He'd rather hunt the unwashed thugs 
The mugs to thick to keep a job 
The scrounging whining commie mob 
The unemployed wont answer back 
When freshly stuffed on wooden plaques 
The huntin' shootin’ fishin' pack 


They'd rather hunt the working class 
Just give the bastards half a chance 
They wouldn't give a second thought 
Class warfare 
Britains national sport. 


Swells 


DIE! 


"Make The Punishment Fit The Crime" 

Dirty old man, sitting in the park 
No need to stalk about after dark 
He always does his 'job' by day 
While the little kiddies run and play 

Waits and watches 'till the end of their game 
Knowing his victim will never be the same 
Follows her home, he's got the knack 
Then suddenly strike, another attack 

Push her violently, down to the floor 
Drag her screaming, through an open door 
Hastily creeps away, after his deed is done 
She's left sobbing, crying for her mum 

The little girls left ill in the head 
For all that matters she could've been dead 
The monster feels no pity, sorrow or shame 
She's just another part of his little game 

Put in some special cell, away from the other men 
Where nothing much will happen to them 
Don't let them get away with time 

Let the parents make the punishment . fit the crime 


Tin <3 r.ninT"^rlp 1Q8? 









NOWHERE TO HIDE 


POWER POLITICS 
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The ally is wet, the night is dark 
the cats prowl and the dogs bark 
but is thereroom for me to hide 
They’ve chased me so long I have no 
pride. 

Their gonna kill me carve my back 
’cos I was seen talkin’ to a black 
but he’s my brother an my mate 
or was he being used as their bait 
I can hear the splash of water as they 
look for me 

I have to hide, I have to squat on my 
knee 


I hate Commies 
I hate Nazis 
I hate all 
Political parties. 

In this country 
There’s politics 
In every party 
Yeah! 

Politics for power 
And not for us people. 

I don’t need 

And you don’t need 

Power politics, power politics 


I could smell their breath 

could they hear my heart? 

for now we were only three feet apart 

this was it my time was up, 

life was over I was out of luck 

I could hear them whisper and see them 

stare. 

It was over they’d found my lair 
then there was a screech a bang of a door 
as I looked up it was the police I saw 
Then it was all over, I was free 
For the fascist bastards hand’t got 
to me 


Politicians are 
Fat-arsed' cunts 
Supporting the drinkers’ bar 
And never going far 
In keeping the promises 
that bribed votes. 

Outside everyone sees 
Propaganda slogans 
Written by the stooges 
Who’ll never meet 
The men that have a seat 
in both the power houses. 


I walked past the van nervous and weak 

I heard their leader suddenly speak 

we’ll have you nigger lover 

for no black, cunt is your brother 

I didn’t no what to do or say 

So I just ran off and hid from another day. 


I f m a human being 

who helps this country 

By working working 

But politicians treat me 

Like I’m a zombie 

That’s what Ipm thinking. 


By M. G. Turpin 


thugs in 
attack 


THE MODEL (A BEAUTIFUL DREam; 


Power politics! Power politics! 
We don’t need them! 


By Ros Stoke Newington N16 
Hutchinson. 


Yer mum said you was celver, so you stayed on at school 
But when you flunked it, you both looked the fool 
Energy sap s started, how now to improve your lot 
Your big tits 'n' smile, it's about all you got 
The holidays over, the hope lies in the "beautiful dream" 
It s up to you, if you wanna be seen. 


Go to the false school, learn how to dress 
Look ever so lonely, never ever a mess 
In front of the cameras, and the flashing light 
The clinging nighty, so brilliantly white 
It all looks so good, when "they" look at the page 
It makes "them" so angry, so full of rage. 

But you must prepare, do everything you must do 
If you want to have those dreams come true 
But it's not so funny, when it's only a dream 
And its a long road ahead, for the future beauty queen 
But it all gets deystroyed by one alarm clock ring 
Wake up, forget the figure try to learn to sing !.'! 


her big TV break 
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All the seats are taken, all the rows I pass 
So I walk a little further, an enter first class 
6.30 in the morning, really out of the game 
Body feeling tired,legs feel lame 
So I tried to get some sleep,legs across the seat 
Then there's a grunt opposite, from some middle 
class creep. 

At first he said nothin, I think he was a little 
scared. 

He just sat doing his puzzle, trying to find a word 
But every now and then, he gave me a hard stare 
I think he was trying to say something, 

But I think he wouldn'd dare. 

I started to laugh, I found it really funny 
Him sitting next to me, him with all that money 
Now I could see he was getting angry,and a little hurt 
The thought of voting conservative And seeing it not work 
I decided to get up and go down the buffet 

I could see what he was saying, I knew he was calling me 
scruffy. 

As I walked down the aisle, I started to smile 
I knew I could win, I could do him in 
But that wasn't it, that wasn't the way 
I knew if I did that, I'd have to pay 
I'd just sit next to him all the way there 
knowing he was the mug, who paid double fare 
but as I got back, he'd gone 

So then I knew I was the winner, I was the one 
the working class hero had truely won 
He never had the bottle to stand his ground 
The capitalist bastard had lost his crown. 

By M.G. Turpin 

THIS RANT IS ABOUT DEAD COMMUTERS - OR, MORE 
ACCURATELY, ABOUT THE VERY SMALL DIFFERENCE 
BETWEEN DEAD COMMUTERS AND LIVE ONES. 


DE ATH IN BROMLEY 

Deep in the dirty dingy decomposing dogshit dripping dungeon of a graffiti 
graced Southern Region train compartment stuffed full of bad breath breath¬ 
ing halibut eyed computer commuters with boring suits and boring habits the 
state of play is giving cause for concern. The middle aged middle class 
middle management middle everything puke suited slack jawed suet pudding 
faced Powell worshipping Willie Whitelaw clone by the window is slumped rigidly 
over his Daily Telegraph in a posture indicating his sudden demise. This 
alarms the prim po faced clean tablecloth every night sex in the dark once a 
week Daily Mail female secretary by his side who asks him politely if he 
recently died. Receiving no reply she turns to the lard assed Times reading 
Tory voting pinstriped wimp sitting opposite and demands an opinion. In 
company with the three Paul Eddington clones also occupying the compartment 
he lowers his eyes and stares fixedly at his newspaper in the time honoured 
fashion of the don't pinch my seat don't invade my world I'm all right Jack 
leave me alone English suburban commuter husbands club. She turns to me and 
confidently I tell her that most commuters are dead it's their natural state 
and anyway dead executives couldn't possibly be any less interesting than live 
ones although possibly they might smell a bit more and that's why they always 
get aftershave for Christmas and anyway I'm never going to Bromley again unless 
I become an undertaker or join the SDP which is roughly thesame thing. 
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A BANG AND A WIMPEY Attila The Stockbroker (from Rough, Raw and 
Rantin e.p.), Radical Wallpaper 

CADILLACS IN BRADFORD Seething Wells (from Rough, Raw and Ranting 
e.p.), Radical Wallpaper 

HEATHS LAMENT Mensi (from Two Million Voices) EMI 

HA HA HA Seething Wells (from Rough, Raw and Ranting e.p.) Radical 
Wallpaper 

SONNYS LETTAH Linton Qwesi Johnson (from The Forces of Victory) 
Island 

RUSSIANS IN THE DHSS Attila The Stockbroker (from Rough, Raw and 
Ranting e.p.). Radical Wallpaper 

GUVNORS MAN Oi The Comrade (from Carry on Oi), Secret 
6.27 LONDON Mick Turpin (Live Tape) 

NATIONAL SERVICE Gary Johnson (from Strengh Thru Oi), Deram 

I DONT TALK TO POP STARS Attila The Stockbroker (from Rough, Raw 
and Ranting), Radical Wallpaper 

AGRO-BRITAIN Seething Wells (from Rough, Raw and Ranting e.p.), 
Radical Wallpaper 

THE LODGER Mick Turpin (Live Tape) 

LAND OF HOPE AND GLORY Gary Johnson (from Strengh Thru Oi), 

Deram 

GODZILLA VS THE TETLEY BITTERMAN Seething Wells (from Rough, Raw 
and Ranting e.p.), Radical Wallpaper 

PRIDE.WITHOUT PREJUDICE Mensi (from Angelic Upstarts Live), EMI 

THEY MUST BE RUSSIANS Attila The Stockbroker (from Rough, Raw and 
Ranting e.p.) Radical Wallpaper 

DEAD END YOBS Gary Johnson (from Strengh Thru Oi), Deram 

PAP MUSIC FOR WRECK PEOPLE Attila The Stockbroker (from Rough, Raw 
and Writing e.p.) Radical Wallpaper 

BLACK MARIA TO THE BRIDEWELL Mick Turpin (live Tape) 

POLICE DOG Seething Wells (from Rough, Raw and Panting), Radical 
Wallpaper 


COMPILED BY ALAN TURNER 



ERAZERHEAD 


SKETS NO 2+. Great fanzine with superb layout and printing, after Skins No 3 
being a bit dissapointing John's come back with a bloody stormer of an issue. 
Good interview with the Test Tube Babie's, an eye opening article on Tatooing 
and an article on our very own MICK TURPIN.Original Skin story,Skin poems 
and more, all in all a very high standard fanzine. Available for 30 pence and 
rnmnw^ 6 ^ rom J°bn Smith c/o The Last Resort, 2+3 Goulston St, London El 


A 7/AY OP LIFE. Has improved ten fold since the first issue .Although this edition 
is a bit on the thin side it has good layout and printing, plus an excellent 
Clockwork Orange stylee cover drawn of course by the Picasso of Punk, Mackie. 
Interviews with Chron Gen, Blitz, Discharge, Vice Squad, TOH, Disorder, Conflict 
and more though some of the interviews are very average.Hopefully Rule's ■™ l 
third issue should be challenging the like's of the big leager's in the PunkB® 
fanzine world like New Mania, Rising Free and No Solution.Available from the"® 
'Just William' of the fanzine world for 30p plus S.A.E.at 2+8, Harburn Ave,^^gfl| 
Deans, Livingston, West Lothian, Scotland. 


MOLOTOV COMICS. Poetry/Rant fanzine scrapily put together and is hand written ■ 
by it's contributor's.Feature's some ace poetry by people who I've heard aboutj 
but not read.The best rant to my mind comes from Hferma Zeta, Little Brother, | 
Joolz and inevitably Swells.There's also contribution's by Lesley Woods ■ 

(Au Pairs),Poison Girls,SDC, Michael Parkinson (no jest),Patrick Fitzgerald etc 
Well worth buying for a look at the rant in this world. This issue (No 5) 
available for 25p plus s.a.e. from Flat 3b Belle Vue Hse, Belle VUe Rd, Leeds 3 


RISING FREE. The town were the late lamented 'Cock Sparrer' got their I 

' Sunday Stripper' from ( see first Oi the Album ) also brings you R.F. No 5 LEiR 

care of Gez Lowry esq.As usual excellent printing and layout with the front y. 

cover drawn by Mackie of Blitz fame.Good interviews with Blitz, Partisans, 

Attak and features on Violators, Screaming Dead etc.Tape reviews, live reviews 
of GBH, Erazerhead, Discharge, Crass, Dirt etc.Also an article on how to 
be/become an anarchist for all you budding Crass types out there.Available 
for 30p and a s.a.e. from Gez 7 Hornbeams, Sweet Briar Welwyn Garden City, 
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